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Long ago, in a time so far past that the names of the people have been forgotten, the Wind Songs came to sing on White Island. Yet the enduring heart of this poignant story remains, passed along from generation to generation as a legend. 

When native people on the eastern coast of the Carolinas survived day to day, living in small communities, there was a tribe who considered themselves the stewards of “U ne ga,” their word for the mysterious White Island. The color white was their symbol for “south,” and it denoted peace and happiness. They believed the White Spirits lived in the south, and that the island was an idyllic place.
At the time of this story, some still lived who claimed to have seen the White Spirits of peace and happiness on the island. Some claimed to have heard their songs, and everyone knew that once people heard the spirits sing, they were never the same. The White Spirits proclaimed the existence of an Ultimate Spirit above all, a Spirit who was the Creator of the world. Sunsets, storms, flowers, creatures—everything in nature was proof of the existence of this Creator, and through Him, they were loved and forgiven of any evil they had done. For the rest of their lives, a flame of joy danced inside of those who believed the message of these wind songs. The songs had given them a sense of unfailing hope that others in the tribe considered being fanciful and impractical. 
At that distant time, in which the names of the people in this story have been forgotten, one tribe among those near the island fought and won a battle to be the steward. The time was coming to hunt there, to keep the wildlife from outgrowing their food supply on the confined area of land. A team would cross the water and bring back food, skins, and other resources that would help the tribe survive the winter.  

Not everyone wanted to go to the island, for they were wary of the White Spirits, fearful that they could see the darkness of their true hearts. The chief was careful in considering the volunteers for the trip. The women would be chosen for being efficient at preparing the food for storage once the best hunters brought it in, and the finest navigators would ferry the boats. 

Two of the young women on this team came to be called South Wind and North Wind. They were the chief’s daughters and possessed beauty and intelligence legendary among all the tribes on the coast. Chiefs of other tribes offered gifts and alliances for uniting these daughters in marriage to their sons. Though the chief showed respect by considering these proposals, his council knew he would keep the exceptional qualities of his daughters mingled and passed along within the bloodlines of his own tribe.
South Wind had a warm personality and sang often, composing new music in her head as she did chores. She added unexpected beauty to mundane things. South Wind arranged food creatively when she served it, and added bits of shell, bone, or other natural decorations create images or patterns to items she sewed.
Her sister, North Wind, was cool and distant, the quiet one, and she was very efficient in everything she accomplished. She wasted no time in fanciful pursuits, making every minute count. Everyone considered North Wind to be the best woman to choose for a wife, for she was focused, reliable and steady.
In those distant days, so long ago that the names have been forgotten, there were two warriors who fought with the tribe in the battle to win the right to hunt on White Island. When the legend was often told, the young hunter warriors became known as East Wind and West Wind.

West Wind was the better man by most of the tribe’s standards, but East Wind was more handsome and turned the heads of the unmarried young ladies. East Wind also had a bent toward special creativity in his thinking, solving problems in unusual ways and appreciating beautiful things by observing them.

West Wind did not smile often, and when he did, it was as fleeting on his face as a rabbit he’d startled when hunting. He was efficient, striving to be the best at everything that made a man a warrior and a provider, concentrating on practical needs and protecting the tribe.
East Wind was good at most everything West Wind excelled at. But his expression was always approachable, and his eyes were alive with interest. A generous smile was part of his countenance, and he found time every evening to relax and laugh. 
West Wind was in love with South Wind and had long hoped to be the man her father would select for her. He was the most deserving among all rivals. But he knew her heart as she looked at East Wind, and he knew East Wind’s heart as he admired her creativity. Once she belonged to him, West Wind reasoned, she would love him enough to bring him contentment. Life was hard and short, and there was little time in it for the fanciful notions she and East Wind chased. He would indulge her because he liked to hear her sing, and he liked the light of joy in her eyes as she designed pretty things. He would be patient for a time until she came to understand what her role in his life was. Then, she would have to become more like her sister, North Wind. 

Unexpectedly, the chief of their tribe announced that two celebration ceremonies would take place. The first would occur one moon before the hunting trip to White Island, and the second would be one moon after the specially selected hunting group returned. In the first ceremony, he would give his eldest daughter, South Wind, to the man she favored, East Wind. The chief promised that North Wind would be given to West Wind after the hunt.
The day of the wedding ceremony for South Wind was the hardest day of West Wind’s life, and his disappointment was only bearable because he still had the honor of soon being joined with the sought-after second daughter of the chief. North Wind was the better gift by most of the tribe’s standards, he knew. He struggled to be satisfied. 
In that far-away time of this story, in which the names of the people have been forgotten, the tribe’s hunting team set out for the idyllic White Island and found it to be bountiful. The men made up games that challenged one another’s prowess when they relaxed around the camp in the evenings. West Wind won more contests than the others, but East Wind was close behind him. He genuinely liked, and respected, East Wind, as everyone did, and they would be brothers soon.
But when East Wind was around South Wind and they exchanged looks, West Wind couldn’t help his suppressed jealousy. She seemed to glow with love for East Wind, but she should have been his. He was the better warrior. 
Shortly after arriving on the island, the hunters noticed the destructive evidence of a wild boar. They suspected that the dangerous animal may have crossed over sandbars at low tide from another island at the south end. Since there was still plenty of game on White Island, the boar was a recent arrival. Perhaps it came and went. But the hunters would need to be wary, for this was mating season. A male boar would be ferocious, using its head back and forth to tear prey with tusks.

It was late afternoon, on the last day of the hunt, before the men heard the grunting of the boar. They split up to sweep the area like a net, and West Wind was closest to East Wind when he sighted the boar in tall marsh grasses and gave a warning shout. The animal charged.
In an instant, West Wind sent his arrow into the running boar, but the dying animal’s momentum carried it into East Wind. As they watched the boar strike the young warrior, a white wing like an enormous dove fluttered past. 
Racing to their fallen companion, some hunters looked around, bewildered, for another sight of the dreamlike white feathered wing. The tusk of the boar had hit an artery that gushed blood, and they could not staunch the flow with anything they had. They solemnly carried their unconscious friend back to camp by the marsh. East Wind breathed his last shallow breath under the spreading arms of an oak tree that dripped moss as if shedding tears.

At first, South Wind did not accept that her love was so quickly gone from her, but when he did not recover, she became wildly inconsolable. Her cries tore the hearts of everyone, and West Wind thought he would lose his mind over her grief. 
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